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near your husband, who was so good a friend to
my son/

She was on the verge of crying out: * He was
not good to him. They hated one another.' It
was one of Mr. Stane's peculiarities that he
seemed to draw out of you your most secret
thoughts.

He smiled on her very affectionately as he
added:

*  I am an old man, madam.    The Lord has
seen fit to take everything from me.    These, your
husband and yourself, are, it may be, the last
affections of my life/

After that what could she say?

That night they lay awake hearing him walk
his room. It was a heavy soft tread like an
animal's. They heard him get into his bed at
last. Then there was only an owl's cry.

They clung together that night like children.

* Georges, let us run away/
' Where? '

* Anywhere.    London.    Paris/
' He would come after us/

* Georges, I must help you.    I must! I must!
I'm not a fool.    This is a ridiculous thing, to be
hemmed in by an old man/

He sighed, holding her very closely.
' It matters very little.    I'm happy because
now I love you.    Judy, Judy, I love you so/

* And I love you more and more/

* But how can you when there is so little in me
to love?    I have never treated you well from the
beginning/